Love's Messenger
Go gentle wind, go musk-robed messenger,
Riding on the fleet-footed deer and whisper
Mystified sobs and burning sighs to her-
And 0! bring back from her a kiss !
i know thou wilt go, but she mocks - she mocks !
Ah ! go and naughty boy, play with her locks !
Oh ! how shall I bear these tremendous shocks I
And dishevel her dress and also kiss !
Come cruel wind, come scent-bathed
messenger,
Riding thy flest-footed deer and whisper
TO me the cold, killing answers from her.
Oh ! what a reward for my hope of kiss !
Messenger, thou hast got for what I die,
Rich with the spoils of a maiden shy,
Thou scatterest thy stolen scents over the sky,
Her sweet breath and the perfume of her kiss I